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The History 0} KingLur. 

Lear. Thou thinkft tis moeh,that this crulcntious ftorme 
Inuades vs to the skin,fo tis to thee, 

Bui where the greater malady is fixt. 

The lefler is fcarl'e felc.thou wouldft (hun a Bcare, 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging fea, 

Thoud’ft meete the beare it'h mouth, when the mind’s free. 

The bodies delicatc.the tempeft in my minde, ^ 

Doth from my fences take all feeling elfc, 

Saue what beares their filiall ingratitude. 

Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this hand 
For lifting food to it ? but I will punilh furc j 
No I will weepc no more ; in fuch a night as this ! 

O Regan, (jonor ill, your old kinde father 

Whofc franke heart gaue you all,Q that way madnelTc lies, 

Let me fhunne chat, no more of that. 

Kent , Good my Lord enter. 

Lcar.Prethee go in thy felfe,fceke thy owne eafe, 

This tempeft will not giuc me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but He go in, 

Poore naked wretches,where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefle night. 

How (hall your houfe-lcflc heads,and vnfed fides. 

Your loopt and windowed raggedneffe defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe.O I hauetane 
Too little care of this, take pbyficke pompe, 

Expofe thy ielfeto feele what wretches fecle. 

That thou maift (hake the fuperflux to them. 

And fhew the heauens more iuft. 

Foolt.Qomt not in here Nuncklc, here’s a {pirit,helpeme,bclp 
»• 

ICe»f.Giue me thy hand, who’s there ? 

_ Foole.K fpirit,he fayes his name is poore Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there in the ftraw ? 
comefoorth. / 

Edg. Away, the foule fiend followes me, through the (harpe 
hathorne blowes the cold winde, goe to thy cold bed & warme 

tear. 



The H'tfiory of King Lear, 

W Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters,and art thoil 
cometo this? 7 W, whom the foule. 

bleffe thy fiuewits, 

M.tocour e iso ^ wSirle-windes.ftarre-blUfting, 8c 

charity .whom Ac foule fiend vexes, 

>« rH“ es ,h « in ? Ke ayrc 

fated Ote mens faults .fall on thy daughters. 

SSSSf “twciuld bade fubdued nature 
To fuch a lowneffejbuthis vnkinde daughters. 

Is it the fafhionthat difearded fathers. 

Should haue thus little mercy on then iielh, 
ludiciods pum{hment,twas this flcih 

Bceot thole Pelicane daughters. 

FdiffPilicockfateonpelicockshill,alo lolo. 

Sa Th s eold night will tutne vs all to fboles 8c madme. . 
tXTakeheed ofthefoule fiend.obey thy parents, kcepe thy 
wo^.f"e>te not, comm,. »« v*h^ fw«n« fpoufe, 
fet not thy {weet heart on proud array ; Toms a cold. 

andwak’t todoit, winelo- 




